Swimming in 
The morning 
Mist, soaking 
Wet with dew; 
I wander. 


Aimlessly ••• 



Through forests 
Brought to life 
With the three 
Note song of 
The Mountain 
Chickadee 


Backed by the 
Leaves rustling 
Underneath 
Squirrel and 
Chipmunk feet 
Dancing to 
Percussion 
Lines played by 
Woodpeckers 


Matched with the 
Pitch perfect 
Harmonies 
Of Gentle 
Zephyrs and 
Trickling streams 



It»s the break down 

Of objects once 
Perceived to be 

Immovable 

Stationary 
In their stances 
Against assured 
Effects of time 
Naturally 
Kept with unique 
Hand signatures 

Chicken scratched in 
With enough force 
To leave valleys. 
Enormous rifts. 
Indentations 
Magnificent 


Masterpieces 

Sculpted by the 
Slow, steady hand 

Of Erosion 



The majestic 
Mountains and lives 
All crumble to 
Pieces 

Indistinguishable 
But far from 

Insignificant 


We are no less 
Than Eternal 
In the cycle 
Of Creation 



A grain of soil 
Feeding a seed 
Of Lavender 
To leave future 
Flowery fields 
Permeating 
The perfume of 
Tranquility 
As to promote 
The pondering 
Of our purpose 
And our placement 
In the meadow 
Overwhelming 


It stretches past 
The limits of 
Sight and mortal 
Understanding 



We»re unable 
To imagine 
The infinite 


All things we know 
Come to an end 


We know 
Oh so 

Very Little 



We like to think 


We have answers 


We tell ourselves 

Pretty stories 
Well-put theories 

To find comfort 
When confronting 
Uncertainty 


Drowning ourselves 
In pale lights and 
Heavy spirits 
To forget that 
The beautiful 
Wither away 



All colors fade 
And there is not 
A thing we can 
Do about it 
Except accept 
The natural 
Decay as truth. 
And hope to feel 
Some sense of worth 
Or importance. 
Before our stream 
Of consciousness 
Starts to run dry 



Maybe one day 
We will witness 
The revealing 
Of a complex. 
Bigger picture. 
And grasp the scope 
Of our lasting 
Influence in 
Aiding the growth 
Of our neighbors 



Maybe all life 
Is sentient 
And winds teach us 
In the voices 
Of love ones lost 
The history 
Of relations 
Exchanging forms. 
Stuck underneath 
Earth»s atmosphere 



Maybe it means 
Nothing, and I 
Am that crazy 
As to listen 
The day the breeze 
Told me to leave 
The only home 
i»d ever known 


Crazy or no 
I don»t regret 
My decision 



Drifting away 
In the bustle 
Of the evening 
Unseen, unheard 


Friend of Silence 


To be forgot 
By tomorrows 
Puzzle solving 
Of what happened 
The night before 



If I am to 
Be acquainted 
With loneliness 
I would rather 
Be surrounded 
By the squawking 
Of Starling Jays 
Than be caught up 
In meaningless 
Conversations 
Full of small-talk 
Amongst people 
I»ve known for years 
But have failed to 
Break down the walls 
Lying between 
Well-guarded souls 



Never had we 
Spoken outside 
Minor events 


Never had we 
Gotten to be 
Close, personal 


Never had we 
Journeyed past these 
Friendly greetings 


Never have I 
Felt out of place 
Like I did when 
I found myself 
Sitting in the 
Corner, deeply 
Disturbed by the 
Familiar 
Faces turning 
Into strangers 



Never have I 
Felt so at peace 
As I do now 
Walking alone 
Without any 
Human contact 
Within distance 
Of voice or care 
Enough to break 
My solitude 



Swimming in 
The morning 
Mist, soaking 
Wet with dew; 
I wander. 


Aimlessly • M 



Through the forest 
Stretching meadow 
Along the shores 
Of alpine lakes 


Listening to 
Mellifluous 
Waters lapping 
Upon granite 
Boulders, watching 


The distant boats 
While noticing 
The turbulence 
Created by 
Their loud engines 



Each move made has 
Unintended 
Consequences 


Ripples flowing 


Moving past our 
Ability 

To perceive them 
Once the surface 
Seems to settle 



Little do they 
Know by passing 
So far in front 
Of where I sit. 
The force of their 
Wake still displaced 
Enough water 
To soak roy leaf 



Little do they 
Know by making 
A decision 
They felt concerned 
Only themselves 
They gave way to 
A circumstance 
Mistaken as 
Unconnected, 

But has proven 
To me just how 
Closely aligned 
We really are 



Can we ever 
Truly be held 
Responsible 
For unforeseen 
Developments? 



Simple smiles or 
Bad attitudes 
Travel into 
Interactions 
Eventual, 

And possibly 
Alter outlooks 
Permanently 



It only takes 
One strong wave to 
Destroy Levees 


One earthquake to 
Crack foundations 


One positive 
Interaction 
To erase the 
Lines of fear and 
Prejudice drawn 
By ignorance 
And insecure 
Feelings about 
Differences 



One push of a 
Single button 
To cause the worst 
Atrocity 
In history 
Of human kind 



I can»t help but 
Wonder about 
The influence 
Of my actions. 
And whether they 
Are positive 
Or negative 


For though i know 
Energy spreads 
Far beyond our 
Realm of control, 

I still wish to 
Inflict that which 
Resembles my 
Best intention 


And cause the least 
Amount of harm. 
Or damage, on 
Those in line of 
Accidental 
Cataclysms 



I know I have 
Made plenty of 
Mistakes, 

Maybe 

More than my share 


Each one of them 
I would love to 
Apologize for. 

But before 1 
Begin, I start 
Wondering if 
It might have been 
For the better 

Coming to the 
Conclusion it 
Is better not 
Brought back to light 



In any sense 
If I»m to be 
Anything, or 
Anybody, 

Worth committing 
To memory 
I wish to be 
Thought of kindly 


Someone who cared 
For his fellow 
Man, woman, or 
Precious Future 


Compassionate 


An example 
Of a man who»s 
Trying his best 
To be decent 



Asking my breath 
Be considered 
Gentle to touch 


Goosebump soothing 


A whisper of 
Encouragement, 
Kindness, and not 
A screaming gale 
Ripping apart 
All that is in 
The path of Its 
Misplaced anger 



My motive is 
Not mindlessly 
Toppling the trees. 
But in helping 
The branches sway. 
And baiter, in 
A mirthful bliss 



Swimming in 
The morning 
Mist, soaking 
Wet with dew; 

I wander. 


Aimlessly ••• 



Through the forest 
Stretching meadow 
Around the shores 
Of alpine lakes 
Climbing up hills 
And mountains peaks 
To catch a peak 
Of light»s vast reach 


Past and future 
In a clear view 


Where I came from 
Where I can go 


The change passing time inspires 



After all. Life 
Has dark shadows 
And bright sunbeams 


Countless paths up 


Just as many 
Descents leading 
To uncharted 
Territory 



Do I stand still 
Or go for it? 


Single seconds 
Determine fates 


Wrong place, wrong time 
Is not cliche 
Without reason 


Latent outcomes 
Often depend 
On the current 
Movements we make 



Failure? 

Success? 


We can never 
Be known until 
We have been tried 



Adversities 
Build character 
And skills needed 
To navigate 
The twists and turns 


Develop the 
Dexterity 
To improvise 
The correct steps 
While standing on 
The tips of toes 
And jagged stones 
In order to 
Maintain balance 



I shift roy weight 

To align with 
The center of roy 
G 
R 
A 
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I 
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Y 



Situations 
Immediate 
Deserve earnest 
Contemplation 


Each stride taken 
Determines my 
Destination 


And it»s easy 
To get lost in 
Bewilderness 



Of this, I am 
More than aware 

I have travelled 
A good distance 
In the name of 
Exploration 

Found beauty in 
Variations 

Have become more 
In tune with my 
Elan Vital 


But still proceed 
To lead myself 
Further astray 
From the comfort 
Zone once called 


Home 



Sitting next to 
The warmth of flames 
Burning in hearts 
Of Family 

And best of friends 
Is sorely missed 



However, here 
I camp, deep in 
The foliage 
Standing by the 
Wildfire raging 


Hard to contain 
With a distinct 
Heed to expand 


On the constant 
Move, relocate 
For the sake of 
Experience 
In elegance 
Sidereal 



Quietly stroll 
In search of some 
Spiritual 
Understanding 


Learn what it means 
To be nothing 
But a fragile 
Temporary 
Human being 
With the power 
To destroy worlds 


But lacking the 
Capacity 
To control one»s 
Own emotions 
And the shameful 
Reprecussions 
That follow such 
Unjust outbursts 



Looking to coroe 
To terms with the 
Force of Grandeur 


Let it govern how it sees fit 


And not complain 
About the random 
Obstacles it 
May choose to place 
On the way to 
Self progression 



Adapting to 
Precipitous 
And chaotic 
Happenstances 
Builds a knowledge 
Imperative 



These lessons are 
Not in the books 
Lining dusty 
Shelves and tables 


But in the real 
Life reactions 
We have to face 
When dealing with 
A profond sense 
Of confusion 


Perhaps, 


defeat 



If I»m going 
To succeed in 
Restricting the 
Influence of 
My actions to 
Reach no further 
Than I intend 

Become but a 
Pebble in the 
Footprint I leave 

It»s a must I 
Try to maintain 
Authority 
Over my own 
Undertakings 
And start holding 
Rone but myself 
Accountable 
For ill-conceived 
Plans devised with 
A carelessness 
Calamitous 



Realize I»m 
Responsible 
For that which comes 
My way; reaping 
What I sow, like 
The harvest moon 
Spoke of with blood 
Two days ago 



I do not know 
About you, but 
Give roe splendor 


Lavender fields 
During summer 

Tulips in spring 


The love amongst 
Dearest siblings 


A feeling of 
Togetherness 



A sense of Zen 
Sense of Karma 
Sense of Heaven 
An ear to hear 
The winds sing hymns 
Of spirits past 



I beseech you 
For forgiveness 
Of roy blunders 


I am but one 
Person, far from 
Perfect, but not 
Without better 
Aspirations 



The question is 
How to portray 
Only my best. 

And emit the 
Energy which 
Champions and 
Serves the sprouting. 
Cultivations, 

The flowering 
Of Unity 


How can I be 
An agent of 
Symbiosis? 



Be like water 
Feed and refresh 
Transform, adapt 
Shift shape with ease 


Be like the trees 
Grow and expand 
Onward, upward 
With roots planted 
Deep in the ground 



Be the three 
Note song of 
The mountain 
Chickadee 
Bringing the 
Forest life 
With sounds of 
Rustling leaves 
Underneath 
Squirrel and 
Chipmunk feet 
Dancing to 
Percussion 
Lines played by 
Woodpeckers 
Backed by the 
Pitch perfect 
Harmonies 
Of gentle 
Zephyrs and 
Trickling streams 



Swimming in 
The morning 
Mist, soaking 
Wet with dew 
I wander 


Aimlessly 


From here to 
History 



